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of Harold Frederic, whose tragic death created lately a
profound sensation here and in his own country. I met
Harold Frederic often, and had, of course, a very high
admiration for his great intellectual endowments. I
made Ms acquaintance for the first time in the house of
my dear old friend, Mr. T. P. O'Connor, who was then
living in one of the great piles of flats that belong to
the Victoria Street quarter. No one could fail to "be
impressed and charmed by the freshness, the force, and
the thorough originality of Harold Frederic's conversa-
tion. At that time he had not written any novels; but
anybody might have seen that he was born to be a teller
of stories, and of stories that should find their material
alike in the heart of humanity and in the hard, prosaic
realities of human life. No one could describe the daily
existence that goes on in a certain kind of American
community with greater fidelity than is shown in Harold
Frederic's stories. To one who knows something of the
scenes which they picture, they come out with all the
realism of a photograph, and yet they have the true
artistic form and charm which bring at once their pictur-
esqueness and their reality home to the minds of those
English readers who never crossed the ocean. Harold
Frederic's novels made their mark in London instanta-
neously. I remember once talking about one of them
at tiie house of my friend Mrs. Henniker. An English
novelist, who was one of the company, expressed the
highest admiration for the book, and showed by his
comments a genuine appreciation of it; but he offered
one criticism on which he invited explanation. The
story, he said, had its action in New York State alone,
and yet he found people in one part of the book talking
in a local dialect very different from that which was
used by the personages who figured in other chapters.ers.
